The animals who could swim died a slow sunburn
Of a death, their minds in flutter.
We watch, doing and doing and doing, and not able to do.
We sink here, finding a deep and weedy spot
Under the current, among slippery rocks
And when the water recedes we flutter Out to dry, having been able to breathe almost
The whole time, due to each other And our ability to take in oxygen, each for the other. So we leave, scared of moving on and missing
The home and the land that is now mud.
Out of practicality we leave, because something Caused this flood, some bad planning perhaps, or
Perhaps no planning at all. Or perhaps We loved our way through it
And are still loving even now
